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the porch to watch the bridesmaids arrive and to be made acquainted
with the young lady who was to be my companion for the day, I
being one of the five groomsmen. So I went, little thinking whom
I was to meet, and what a difference it would make to me.

A pretty bevy of bridesmaids was seen coming up the path in
white and green. 'There/ said Miss Sarah Cholmeley to me, 'there
is your bridesmaid, the tall dark one behind on the right hand side/
They came up and we were introduced. She was a tall handsome
girl with very dark hair, eyebrows and eyelashes, and beautiful
bright grey eyes, a thin high aristocratic nose, a sweet firm rosy
mouth, beautiful white teeth, a well developed chin, a dear com-
plexion and fresh colour. That was Kathleen Mavourneen as I first
saw her. I noticed afterwards that she wore pearl earrings.

[The wedding is described.]

In the afternoon almost all the wedding party went up to that
fine clump and height of the Downs callea Chanctonbury Ring.
Part of the way we drove and we walked up the steepest part.
Kathleen was still my sweet companion. Under the lee of the clump
I spread my coat on the turf and we sat there together on the hillside
apart from the rest and looked over the wide and glorious landscape,
bright plain and green pasture, blue hill and golden corn and stubble
fields, till she could see over rich and variegated plain the white line
of the Grand Stand on Epsom Downs some 30 miles away. And
there we sat and talked and looked into each other's eyes and there
I fell in love and lost my heart to the sweetest noblest kindest
bravest-hearted girl in England, Kathleen Mavourneen. Chancton-
bury, sweet Chanctonbury, thou wilt always be a green and beauti-
ful spot in my memory. How sweet she was, how simple, kind,
unaffected and self-unconscious, how thoughtful for everyone
but herself, and so careful lest Montie on his crutches should trip
over the roots in the wood. She spoke of her favourite In Memoriam
and told me some of her difficulties and how deeply she regretted the
enforced apparent idleness ofher life, and I loved her a hundred times
better for her sweet troubled thoughts and honest regretful words.

1 feel/ she said, 'as if I had known you a long time through your
letters to Adele. She used to talk of you a great deal to me. She was
very fond of you/ I felt as if our souls were drawing together on
the hillside and I thanked God that in His love and mercy He had